table, with nothing in their heads but going to bed with
somebody  In time of war, every woman was an enemy
And there had always been war against the Japanese,
against the Chinese, against the Germans, against the
Austnans, against the Turks Now there was war against
the Russians here in Dauna, the last place on earth in
the wilds of Transbaikalia, created out of nothingness,
with its station, its barracks, and its bungalows, by con-
tact between Asiatic soil and the steel railway
A shoddy war, a guerilla war After fighting against
the best-trained armies in the world, here he was laying
traps for peasants ahncd with shot-guns, for railway
travellers, for civilians A civil war In the very cradle of
war
'It is the country which we call the land of Gog and
Magog, and which they call the land of Ung and Muguly
Marco Polo had known this country Doubtless he had
passed this way Perhaps he had set up his tent at Dauna
amid the desert dunes It was perhaps at this very spot
that, centuncs before the birth of the railway, Genghis
Khan had inspected impatient horses and men all blood-
stained with the dawn, simply raised his hand, and so
spurred the still-benighted West to build bulbous churches
and domed cathedrals It was here, perhaps, that he had
simply raised his hand, and forty years later he had
reached Moscow, Budapest, the creeks of the Adriatic
The Baron did not feel sleepy He went out into the
street. Dauna was asleep A drowsy sentry presented
arms The man's face was invisible in the darkness The
Baron made his way to the station The platform was
deserted. One wretched lamp lit up a stretch of wall, from
which hung a torn strip of paper
Ungern went on to the barracks Another sentry pre-
sented arms Men sprawled half-undressed, with their
faces distorted by sleep The place stank of stale smoke,
dirty hnen, and mine Outside it was as dark as ever A
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